Sonettes.

The Churlylh Pike

for gentlenes therfore,

In his rewarde,

doth cruellye exprelle.

His murdring mynde,

his fylthy fpotted fayth,

When hungre prickes

to fyll his gredye lawes,

He grypes his poore

Chyrurgion vnto death.

Who late to hym

of lyfe was onely caufe.

Thy Merlians haue

fewe Ayryes in our ground

But Pikes haue Spawnes

good iloore in euery Pound.

C To the Tune of Appellee

fHe rulhyng Ryuers that do run
The valeys fweet adourned new
That leans their fides againft ye Sun
with Flours frelh of fundry hew,
Both Aflie and Elme, and Oke fo hye,
Do all lament my wofull crye.

while winter blak, with hydious flormes
Doth fpoil ye ground of Sommers grene,
while fpringtime fweet ye leaf returns
That late on tree could not be fene,
while fomer burns while hanieft rains
Stil ftyl do rage my reftles paynes.

No ende I find in all my fmart,
But endles torment I fuftayne
Synce fyrft alas, my wofull Hart
By fight of the was forft to playne,
Synce that I loft my Lybertie,
Synce that thou madfte a Slaue of me